CHAPTER XVI
Good Beer and a Catholic Church
PART OF THE PROPERTY which Mr. Beddy was very-
kindly saving for us (after office hours) consisted of
an old seventeenth-century house on the south bank
of the Tolka, near the Botanic Gardens. It was a
grey old house facing the distant hills, with its two
storeys, a gable in the middle, and a rounded tower-
like structure at either end. The hall door at ground
level was in one tower; the other, which was only
half as high, had a door into the garden; and a lovely
old garden it was, at the back of the house. A stair
led down from the first landing to a path between
two propped-up mulberry trees, each on its little
square of lawn. They looked like banyan trees, so
many were the supports that held up their zinc-
patched boughs so that they might redden the ground
with their abundant berries for an extra score of years.
The last tenant was a Miss Hutton, who lived to
ninety, for peace dwelt in the old garden with its
little lawn for each mulberry tree, its circle of hazels,
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